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angel. I may love you the better for self nearer to me. I will smile to y Ever since I knew the Indian maxi even with a flower, a woman with a have made that the rule of my concluc prevent me from feeling to the heart, those who kill their mistresses feel, ins of evil. I, so exclusive, tainted with petty enough to be lowered to veuge love so pure, you stain it with suspick doubt! God himself cannot efface i may oppose the future, but not the I cannot write more; I rave; my : After twelve hours of toil I wanted { day I must rest iu suffering. Oh! grief to look on what I write to you, and not say all that is without evasion, oat reproach. Oh! I suffer. 1 have sion, but a one sole love!
I posted a letter last night, not exp write again; I suffered too much. M] me. That is a secret between me t made me take some pills, and I am I But, can I help it ? your letter burns i to Geneva, I will pass my winter tl you about. The dilecta is with her son at Chau-mont, with the devil. I am myself in a torrent of proofs, corrections, copies, works. And it is at the moment when I expected to plunge into all my joys that, after your first pages, I find the pompous praise of . . . , mon Dieu I and my accusation and condemnation, which will bleed long in a heart like mine.
